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woman in a man's jacket and a bedraggled green
skirt, txvo rheumy old men who were so nervous
of their audience that they could scarcely stand
on their rickety legs, two girls and a hoy. Reuben
was stouter of body, Judith thought, but younger
than ever in face, his eyes wide and anxious like
a baby's, his checks plump, his chin indeterminate.

A* crowd had collected, it had followed him
from Seathwaite, Rosthwaite, Grange. It was
a rough-looking lot of men, women, children and
dogs, some there in evident sympathy, but for the
most they were, Judith thought, strangers to the
district* She had noticed of late a certain class
of foreigner in Keswick and surroundings. There
was much distress abroad. Food prices were
high, work in many parts scarce. Transporta-
tion, too, was so much easier than it had been*
This little world was no longer isolated from the
older one, The days of its extreme remoteness
were over for ever.

Reuben was speaking when Judith, Mrs.
Ritson, and two other women drew near. He
spoke with a shrill, rather piercing note that
dropped suddenly to a low bass, There was
something ludicrous about this that almost: at once
st*t some of his audience laughing, As he talked
he waved his hands in the air and rolled his eyes.
Every once and again the little group round him
would break into singing with a wavering and
unsteady tone* Judith became with every moment
more uneasy* lie began a passionate evocation
of the character of Jesus Christ, speaking of His
charity* His unselfishness* His courage. Behind